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Loudmouth  and  Company  have  decided  to  award  two 
$25  av/ards  for  each  issue,  whenever  appropriate.   J, 
Stobart  decides  on  these  awards.  The  winners  for  this 
issue  are  Francine  Tolf  and  Daniette  Krieger.   Retro- 
active awards  for  Wordeater  XXI  go  to  Nancy  Aydilett 

(for  fiction)  and  Molly  Burns  (poetry) $10  each  are 

also  awarded  for  both  the  front  and  back  cover  design 
of  each  issue.  Mitzi  Edwards  has  won  both  awards  for 
the  last  two  issues.  Nobody  out  there  is  giving  Mitzi 
much  competition. 

The  deadline  for  submitting  manuscripts  or  cover 
designs  for  Wordeater  XXIV  is  April  28.   Submit  them  to 
J.  Stobart  in  CIO69.  No  manuscripts  will  be  returned. 
The  Wordeater  staff  chooses  the  works  to  be  included 
by  ballot.  All  help  from  JJC  people  in  typing,  collating, 
or  distributing  this  literary  effort  are  sincerely 
appreciated.   John  Greene's  typing  is  a  good  example 
of  that  help,  as  are  the  many  hours  of  collating  done 
by  Greene,  Mitzi  Edwards,  Brian  Mahalik  and  others. 

Loudmouth  loves  you. 

Wordeater  couldn't  survive  without  this  kind  of 
help;  that  Wordeater  has  survived  this  long  is  testimony 
to  JJC's  being  something  more  than  just  another 
commuibei?  college. 

Loudmouth  lives  I 


A  Loudmouth  Special 
Poetry  Contest 

1.  Best  Haiku  --  3  lines,  5,7,5  "spoken"  syllables  respectively,  dramatic 
imagery  in  a  poem,  usually  about  some  small  natural  object,  which  makes 
a  big  universal  point.  Example  by  Mortake, 

The  falling  flower 
I  saw  drift  back  to  the  branch 
Was  a  butterfly. 
Award  --  $5 

2.  Best  Tanka  --  Similar  to  haiku  but  5  lines,  5,7,5,7,7.  Example  by  Okura: 

Since  he  is  too  young 
To  know  the  way,  I  would  plead: 
"Pray,  accept  this  gift, 
0  Underworld  messenger, 
And  bear  the  child  pick-a-back. 
Award  --  $5 

3.  Best  cinquain:  5  lines,  2,4,6,8,2  syllables:  Adelaide  Crapsey, 

These  be 

Three  silent  things: 
The  falling  snow.  .  .the  hour 
Before  the  dawn.  .  .the  mouth  of  one 
Just  dead. 
Award  $5 

4.  Best  English  Sonnet  --  14  lines,  iambic  pentameter,  (non- stress/stress  — 
5  times  equals  10  syllables.)  extended  metaphor  common.  Rhyme  Scheme 
ABAB  CDCD  EFEF  GG.  Example  by  Shakespeare, 

That  time  of  year  thou  may  in  me  behold 

When  yellow  leaves,  or  none,  or  few  do  hang 

Upon  those  boughs  which  shake  against  the  cold 

Bare  ruined  choirs,  where  late  the  sweet  birds  sang. 

In  me  thou  seest  the  twi- light  of  such  day, 

As  after  Sun- set  fadeth  in  the  West, 

Which  by  and  by  black  night  doth  take  away, 

Deaths  second  self  that  seals  up  all  in  rest. 

In  me  thou  seest  the  glowing  of  such  fire, 

That  on  the  ashes  of  his  youth  doth  lie, 

As  the  death  bed,  whereon  it  must  expire, 

Consumed  with  that  which  it  was  nourished  by. 

This  thou  perceive  which  makes  thy  love  more  strong, 

To  love  that  well,  which  thou  must  leave  ere  long. 

Award  —  $10 
Submit  all  manuscripts  to  J.  Stobart,  rm.  C1069. 


LOUUDMOUTH  LISTENS 

The  Staff  would  like  some  reader  feed-back.  Do  you  have  some  suggestions 
for  making  WORDEATER  tastier?  Would  you  like  to  see  more  essays,  more  scholarly 
writing,  more  contests,  more  jokes,  cartoons.  .  .  '   Of  course,  we  are  dependent 
on  the  material  we  receive  from  students,  faculty,  and  staff;  however,  we  could 
try  harder  to  get  certain  types  of  writing  if  it  were  desired  by  enough  of  our 
readers.  Would  you  like  to  see  science  fiction,  love  stories,  adventure,  auto- 
biography. .  .  ?  Submit  your  suggestions  to  John  Stobart  in  CIO  69  by  April  28. 


April  23  is  the  deadline  for  contest  entries,  suggestion  s,  and/or  submissions 
for  WORDEATR  XXIV. 
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Franc ine  To If 

(WORDEATER  AWARD  WINNER) 

MOO*; 

That  is  no  mass  of  lunar  stone  t 
It's  far  too  insubstantial 
Impossible  that  men  have  tread 
That  beaten,  silver  shell  J 

Why,  anyone  of  sense  can  see 

A  sriant  with  a  roving  eye 

Lumbered  onto  craggy  cliff 

And  plucked  it  from  the  diamond  sky. 

Descending  into  mountain  cave 
He  hammered  it  till  paper  thin 
With  magic  anvil  luminous 
And  then  he  hung  it  back  again. 


am  day 

One  day  I  shall  write  poems,  lovely  poems 
they  will  be  the  mirror  of  my  soul 

clean  and  whole 
Saying  precisely  what  I  want  to  say 
and  Inspiration  will  not  run  away 
from  a  white  sheet  of  paper  that  holds  her  at  bay. 


words  will  fall  like  raindrops  in  the  autumn  rain 
caught  on  measured  lines  of  red  and  blue 

a  lyrical  clue 
to  thoughts  and  dreams  that  ache  to  be  expressed 
Elusive  jewels  hidden  in  a  treasure  chest 
Vanish  then  appear,  as  would  an  uninvited  guest. 

riy  home  will  be  a  cabin  on  the  open  sea 
on  a  shore  where  mystery  meets  time 

each  day  I'll  climb 
]Sp   rocky  cliffs  that  sillouette  the  endless  sky 
Each  night  the  sea  will  sing  her  lullaby 
the  sun,  the  sky  (perhaps  some  seals)  and  I. 

I'll  have  dug  the  truth  out  from  a  thousand  lies 
wrapped  in  subtle  layers  of  fear  and  hate 

I'll  contemplate 
the  waves  and  God  and  what  it  means  to  be 
while  ppagnUo  dip  and  balann^  oversea. 
I'll  v*^   the  boojrs!  ^^*  learned   men  and  write  my  poetr. 


Franc ine  To If 
OF  SiM   AND  SHADE  ~ 

Is  there  never  quiet  in  this  wretched  town? 
Just  when  I  am  sinking  into  threadbare  down 
A  motorcycle  jerks  me  from  my  precious  snoring 
A  giant  steel  mosquito,  I  can  hear  it  roaring 
My   heart,  already  feeble,  gives  a  sickening  leap 
I  can't  sleep. 

A  peevish  man  of  baggy  trousers,  sunken  chest 
Still  has  certain  rights  and  one  is  rest 
God  Blast  the  trains  and  never-ending  stream  of  cars! 
And  drunken  shouts  that  run  away  from  smokey  bars 
Even  if  the  tracks  aren't  pounding  with  a  train 
It's  in  my  brain. 

The  reek  of  cheap  cigars  accosts  me  when  I  wake 

Air  no  staler  than  the  talk  I'm  Forced  to  make 

With  an  old  cheapscate  whose  tavern  is  three  floors  below 

A  nast&j.  crafty,  penny-pinching  Crow 

"it  looks  like  rain  and  by  the  way  your  rent  is  due" 

That's  nothing  new. 

•     •     •-•     .     •     • 
Old  heap  of  dung 
Were  you  ever  young? 
Answer  me!  you  look 

positively  ludicrous  without  your  dentures 
Did  those  bloodshot  eyes  once  shine  with  youth's  adventures? 

At  night  I  read  the  papers  in  the  reference  room 

Sharp  eyed  biddies  crane  their  necks  and  then  resume 

Whatever  tasks  librarians  are  meant  to  do 

I  hate  the  walls,  the  halls  of  books,  they  stare  at  you! 

Silently  accuse  me  of  my  ignorance 

I  like  the  silence. 

Rainy  days  are  often  spent  inside  the  station 

Or  fretting  about  old  age  and  constipation 

Kgi  be&ch  protects  me  from  the  few  who  gawk  and  stare 

Or  look  right  through  my  shape  as  if  I  wasn't  there 

I  don't  care,  especially  if  I  bought  a  jug  of  wine 

to  pass  the  time. 

........ 

The  rain  it  falls 

on  gleaming  brown  cement 

No — it  doesn't  fall,  it  plops 

into  littered  puddles  it  drops 

Street  lights  are  reflected  in  the  jeweled  streets 


Franc ine  To If 

OF  SUN  AND  SHADE  (con't) 

Candy  stripes  of  red  and  green 

Perhaps  if  seen 

From  somewhere  where  it's  dry  it  might  be  pretty 

It's  cold  and  damp  and  chilling  on  a  corner  in  the  city. 

•  •  ■  •  •       .   •  • 

At  times  I  think  of  leaving  this  polluted  hole 

A  vague,  unsettled  longing  stirs  my  sluggish  soul 

I  do  not  hope  for  time  or  love,  I  only  ask 

for  a  tiny  spot  of  sunlight  where  an  aged  man  might  bask 

But  sunlight  shows  too  clearly  what  the  bricks  and  rubble  shade 

And  I'm  afraid. 


LESTOR  FENROD 

Lestor  Penrod  held  two  ties; 
His  mulling  was  habitual 
Like  coffee,  toast,  and  apple  jam 
A  Ilonday  morning  ritual. 

Ten  minutes  spent  in  tortured  thought; 
He  picked  the  blue  one  from  the  rack 
Recalled  he'd  worn  it  oust  last  week 
He  sighed  and  slowly  put  it  back. 

"Well  damn  the  nosy  office  clerks 
I'll  wear  the  blue  one  anyway!" 
And  feeling  smug  and  rather  fierce 
He  went  downstairs  to  start  the  day. 

Tinned  music  washed  linoleum 
And  Mrs.  Penrod,  looking  up 
Reminded  him  to  cut  the  lawn 
And  went  to  fill  his  coffee  cup. 

One  chin  and  twenty  years  ago 

Lestor  Penrod  had  no  doubt 

he'd  see  the  Nile  and  visit  Paris 

And  would  have  laughed  at  growing  stout. 

Lestor  read  the  morning  paper 
(still  worried  with  his  choice  of  tie) 
News  digested,  got  his  coat 
And  kissed  his  wife  good-bye. 


Franc ine  To If 

CLAIRE  PLAYING  BRAHMS 

Beauty  is  a  Janus 

And  life  is  her  domain 

Like  Latin  god,  she  hears  two  faces 

One  is  joy  and  one  is  pain. 

A  raucous  group  of  bandit  crows 

Ascending  in  a  cluster  tight 

In  frenzy  to  attain  the  sky 

They  heat  and  flap  with  all  their  might. 

Till  suddenly  the  wind  decides 

To  let  the  creatures  ride  his  back 

They  swoop  and  scatter  easily 

As  light  as  ashen  specks  of  black. 

Seeing  how  those  frantic  wings 
In  hovering  commotion 
Were  lifted  into  morning  sky 
Is  beauty?  It  is  Joy  in  motion 
...... 

Music  floats  beyond  her  room 

Gently  now  the  keys  unroll 

An  aching,  tender  melody 

That  twists  and  wrenches  at  my  soul. 

Sweet  notes  touch  human  suffering 
Forgotten  dreams  that  millions  had 
Please  stop!  I  can  no  longer  listen 
It  is  too  lovely. . . .And  too  sad. 

MARYGOLDS  IN  NOVEMBER 

What  thief  that  sucked  the  colors  out  of  leaves 
and  spat  them,  brown  and  curling,  to  the  breeze 
and  hid  the  sun  behind  a  sheet  of  gray 
mysteriously  permitted  you  to  stay? 

A  hundred  suns  that  tremble  in  the  cold 

and  shake  their  spangled  globes  of  ruffled  gold 

tumbling  over  broken  stems  they  lean 

to  touch  the  spidery  claws  of  evergreen. 

The  final  sparks  of  Autumn's  dying  fire 
are  tangled  in  some  twisted  snarls  of  briar 
And  though  it's  true  a  cruel  spectre  reigns 
A  prayer,  this  silent  song  of  Joy  remains. 
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Francine  Tolf 

After  Twenty  Years  (con't) 

My  God,  my  God,  the  suffering  we  put  you  through 

Cannot  he  understood. 

It  wasn't  then  and  isn't  now 

And  all  the  gold  and  colored  glass 

Won't  show  me  how 

Can  you? 


Ill 

Now  passing  through  that  heavy,  wooden  door 

the  scene  is  one  of  many  witnessed  twenty  years  "before; 

Complascent  women  sit  in  pews  and  languish 

Or  raise  their  penciled  eyes  in  anguish 

Dressed  in  Sunday  best  and  "bored 

With  all  this  talk  about  their  Lord. 

I  kneel  and  try  to  pray 

It  is  so  hard  to  believe  and  harder  to  deny 

Your  existance  Father;  when  I  try 

Beseeching  faith  and  hope  and  charity 

I  feel  as  though  Ifm  praying  to  the  "better  side  of  me. 

The  arks  and  doves  and  Jonah's  whales 

I  put  aside  as  fairytales 

And  if  by  chance  there  was  some  truth 

I  threw  that  out  as  well. 


Cheryl  Hardin 


'Alliwishes" 

We  were  together;  you  and  I 
Sitting-on  the  back  "porch 

after  dinner. 
Listening-  along  the  rocks 

by  the  shore. 
Talking  in  the  solitude  of 

a  dusty  cottage. 
Watching-by  the  quiet  waters 

of  the  dam. 
Walking- past  the  cemetary 

in  the  moonlight . 

Then  I  had  to  go. 
Leaving  in  the  morning  on 

that  Sunday 
Waiting-I  sit,  listen,  talk 

watch  and  walk 
alone . 


'COBRAS  UNDER  NEON'" 
UNDER  PINK  NEON  STREELIGHTS 

THE  KING  COBRAS  WAIT, 
LURKING  IN  THEIR  LEATHER  JACKETS 

LIKE  SOME  BOWERY  KILLERS, 
WITH  A  SNEER  ON  EVERY  LIP 

FADED  COLORS  OF  FLESH 
AND  RED  EYES  STARE  INTO  THE 

DIRTY  CITY  STREETS. 
THEY  LEAN  AGAINST  THE  BRICK, 

AS  COLD  AS  THE  GUNS 
AND  THE  KNIVES  THAT  THEY 

HIDE  IN  POCKETS. 
A  NOT-FO-INNOCENT  LADY 

FULL  OF  HEARTBREAK  AND  WINE 
SLIDES  BY  AS  EYES  STRAIN 

AND  PULSES  GROW  IRREGULAR. 
THE  NIGHT  BREATHES  ON  UNTIL 

ONE  BY  ONE  THE  PACK  LEAVES. 
THEY'VE  BEEN  DE-PUNKED. 

MAMA  CALLED  THEM  HOME  TO  EAT. 
"PATRICK!  TIME  FOR  DINNER!" 


Cheryl  Hardin 

WINDFALL 

The  wind  rushes  through  the  orchard 

disturbing  the  evening  calm,  and 

sweeping  the  grass  where 

we  once  spent  endless  hours. 

Many  breezes  have  stirred  since 

we  watched  the  apples  ripen  in  the  sun, 

Now  withered  with  age, 

the  fruit  will  soon  fall . 


Molly  Burns 
I  ENTRUST  MY  HEART  TO  YOU 

I  entrust  my  heart  to  you 

in  the  belief 

that  it  will  not  be  abused. 
I  express  myself  openly  to  you 

believing 

that  I  will  not  be  ridiculed. 
And  you 

in  all  righteousness 

should  expect  the  same 

of  me. 
What  happened? 


■  •> 


REALIZATION,  BFYOND  THE  FACT 


Everyone  loves  you 

as  long  as  you  smile. 
They'll  follow  you,  laugh  with  you, 

talk  with  you  awhile. 
They  tell  you  to  be  truthful 

but  then  when  you  are, 
They'll  tell  you  it's  "your"  problem 

and  leave  you  needing  more. 
Perhaps  I'm  an  idealist 

and  maybe  that ' s  dumb  , 
You  act  as  though  you're  doing  me  a 

favor , 

by  being  my  friend. 
If  that's  how  it  is— 


then  be  one. 


Molly  Bums 

THE  MAN  AT  THE  BAR 

He  speaks  in  obscene  gestures 
and  stands  in  crowded  subway  trains 

He  always  walks  for  the  Herald 
and  stays  in  when  it  rains. 

His  graying  beard  falls  long  and  loose 
his  hair  behind  his  ears 

And  beyond  the  thick-rimmed  glasses 
his  eyes  are  filled  with  tears 

No  one's  there  to  bother  him  now 
he  hands  the  man  a  dime 

Stops  to  talk  with  others  there 
but  no  one's  got  the  time 

He  stands  up  rather  gdwufiy 
hoping  not  to  fall 

His  age  progresses  everyday 
till  he's  not  there  at  all 

But  oneday  someone  will  notice 
as  they  look  around  the  place 

That  everyone  is  coun  ";ed  for 
but  one  familiar  face. 

PARANOID  DELUSIONS 

Paranoid  delusions 

is  what  it's  all  about 
Just  start  lookin  scared 

then  begin  to  shout 
They'll  feed  you  full  of  Ritalin 

throw  in  a  Valiram  or  two 
Then  leave  you  running  stoned 

the  rest  is  up  to  you 
You  won't  see  no  more  squad  cars 

in  your  rear-view  mirror 
I  guess  you'll  also  notice 

the  road  don't  get  no  clearer 
But  why  not  when  It's  legal 

be  downright,  perfectly  stoned 
Just  be  sure  and  careful 

you  don't  get  your  cover  blown. 
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SO  FOOLISH  YOU  ARE 

So  foolish  you  are 
to  strut  about  in  the  cl«thes  of  a  king 
as  though  no  one  ever  died  for  you. 

So  foolish  you  are 
t«  think  that  you  yourself  can  change  a  society 
drowned  in  riches  and  crooked  faith. 

So  foolish  you  are. 

The  songs  you  sing  are  living.  «**£s:  . 
you  no  more  believe  it's  right 
than  &b   I. 

Your  hand  strums  the  guitar  strings 
and  your  voice  says  the  words 
love  and  war  and  drugs  and  life. 

You're  as  lost  as  the  rest  of  us. 

I  sought  your  friendship 
and  you  disregarded  me. 

I  felt  your  hurt  and  tried  to  help 
but  you  discarded  ray  words. 

I  was  happy  with  my  world 
and  you  came  and  brought  :.me  down. 

Why? 

The  river 

raging  with  the  currents  of  time 
Resting 

against  its  soft  colors 
Clear  and  peaceful 

aroused  by  the  touch  of  reality 
Reacting  only 

by  wrinkling  its  worn  skin. 


JERICHO 

Jericho  was  but  a  child 

when  first  he  climbed  to  mountain  tops, 
and  climbed  the  iced  trees 
in  winter 

memories  of  snow. 


Molly  Burns 

JERICHO  (Con't) 

He  lived  within  a  quiet  village 

among  the  townsfolk  there 
he  played  with  ones  who  pronounced 

his  name 
JerajgK* 
And  though  he  never  saw  them  there 

pretending  was  no  game 
of  laughter  pronounced 
hatred 

in  eyes  of  spoiled  young. 
It  was  only  a  year  ago 

when  Jericho  climbed  the  hill 
to  throw  himself  off 

the  rickety  "bridge 
into  the  water  below. 

And  he  played 
amongst  the  feirce  waves 

that  so  long  had  called  his  name 

Jer-icho. 

His  body  bobs, 
against  the  rocks  that  shattered 
Jericho's  dreams. 

John  Udell 

BROKEN  ROSE 

How  can  I  be  sure, 
I'm  lost  alone  and  insecure 
Doubting  everything  I  feel. 
Questioning  what  once  was  real. 
How  easily  love  slips  away 
Gone  tomorrow,  what  was  here  today. 
Dreams  of  you,  once  so  clear, 
glouded  now,  the  ending  near. 
How  do  I  always  manage  to  see 
The  end  of  what  I  thought  would  be? 
And  what  becomes  of  Broken  Rose 
When  petals  fall  and  nothing  grows? 
I  always  seem  to  fall  so  fast 
And  my  love  never  seems  to  last. 
It  has  moments  deep  within, 
But  losing  is  how  I  win. 
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MONDAY 


Monday  morning  feeling, 

Just  like  yesterday. 

Trying  hard  to  leave  behind 

Solemn  thoughts  of  gray. 

The  coldness  of  the  wind 

Sends  ripples  across  the  bay 

And  nightime  with  its'  darkened  shroud, 

Sucks  away  the  day. 

Bare  trees,  so  all  alone 

I  feel  these  today. 

Disillusion,  emptiness 

Seems  destined  here  to  stay. 

Fog  is  clouding  up  the  sky 

Let  come  what  mayf 

Throwing  rocks  into  the  water 

And  wishing  you  would  stay. 

Roy  Bittner 
THE  NOTORIOUS  ROY  BITTNER 

I  slid  the  greasy-blue  dollar  bill  out  of  my  pocket 
and  inserted  it  in  the  slot.   The  machine  swallowed 
it,  inspected  it,  and  with  a  solid  Ka -chunk,  spit 
out  four  quarters.   Whew 8  Won  again.   I  took  one  of 
the  quarters  and  tried  for  some  change.   It  worked 
again S   This  was  really  going  to  be  my  day. 

I  purchased  a  small  box  of  Tide  and  picked  out  a 
machine.   Not  just  anyone  would  do.   I  had  to  pick 
the  strongest,  most  rugged  one  I  could  find.   Today 
was  Wednesday,  the  day  that  I  take  all  of  my  filthy, 
muddy,  smelly  racing  gear  down  to  the  laundromat  to 
get  cleaned.   Ly  mother  won't  let  me  use  her  machine 
anymore.   I  think  the  eighty  dollar  repair  bill  that 
I  caused  has  something  to  do  with  it. 

It  used  to  be  real  easy.   Just  run  down  to  the  local 
laundromat.   No  more.   I  have  to  go  out  of  town  to 
do  it  now.   There's  a  wanted  poster  with  my  picture 
on  it  in  almost  every  place  in  town.   Wanteds   for 
destruction  of  washers  M,  32 ,  2b,    etc.   Last  week.  I 
got  chased  out  of  one  by  some  guy  yelling,  "You  <^&t 
out  of  here.   I  clall  da  clops  I 1 1 "  Uncle  Ling  Chou 
was  really  mad  at  me. 
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Roy  Bittner 
THE  NOTORIOUS  ROY  BITTNER  (con't) 

So  here  I  was,  dumping  all  of  my  colorful  garments 
on  the  floor.   Everyone  of  these  was  a  candidate  for 
something  beyond  the  Biz  bag.   I  get  the  strongest 
looks  and  stares  from  people.   First,  I  held  up  my 
powder  puff  blue  racing  briefs,  and  deposited  them 
in  the  machine.   That  drew  a  good,  long  look  from  a 
couple  of  girls  down  on  the  other  end.   Then  in  went 
my  Boss  Moss  Preakies  T-shirt  and  Marty  Fripes  Replica 
racing  jersey.   Both  were  encrusted  with  mud  so  bad 
that  they  weighed  ten  pounds  a  piece.   When  I  held  up 
my  black  and  gold  kidney  belt,  and  threw  it  in,  the 
fat  lady  a  couple  of  machines  down  fainted.   She  must 
have  thought  I  used  it  to  preserve  my  youthful  figure. 
Next  came  all  of  my  greasy  shop  rags,  and  last  but 
definitely  not  least,  my  almost  brand  new,  only  used 
a  couple  of  times,  100  dollar  JT  racing  leathers. 
The  ones  with  "Rapid  Roy"  printed  across  the  butt. 
Next  I  put  in  the  soap,,  inserted  my  quarter,  punched 
the  correct  buttons,  and  waited,  hoping.  Hoping  that 
this  machine,  like  many  others  before  it,  would 
not  O.D.  on  this  overload  of  filth  and  mud.  , 

Well,  it  didn't  take  long.   There  was  a  loud  whirring 
noise,  a  sort  of  explosion,  and  the  door  on  my  machine 
burst  open.   This  was  enough  cue  for  me.   I  ran  over 
and  grabbed  all  of  my  stuff,  not  bothering  to  kill 
one  of  the  dryers  too,  and  ran  out  the  door.   I  threw 
everything  in  my  car  and  took  off,  just  in  time  to 
see  a  man  running  out  the  door  yelling,  "Stop  him, 
stop  him,  that's  Roy  Bittner,  wanted  in  thirty  laundromats  J 

John  K.  Greene 


'as.  ^fflFROGK  REVISITED '.  \ 

Man  that  is  born  of  a  woman 

is  of  few  days,  and  full  of  trouble. 

He  cometh  forth  like  a  flov/er, 

and  is  cut  downs  He  fleeth  also  as 
a  shadow,  and  continueth  not. 

Job  XIV s   1-2 


Come,  let  us  go, 

As  shadows  in  our  likeness 

an  end  surpassing  us. 
vJe  shall  be  the  givers 
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writers  of  human  tragedy, 
Analyzing  characters  flowing  by  like  rivers, 

In  fiction essentially,  a  five-act  p&a^dy. 

Let  us  apply  a  method  and  a  body 

a  nature  to  be  observed; 
An  infinite  complexity  of  facts 

appearing  good  and  desirable. 
Shall  we  start  our  book  on  a  hill  above  the  town, 
Among  angels  hardened  in  marble  silence, 

Like  petrified  statues stoned  images  groping  together; 

Deeply  serious,  a  portrait  of  a  million  clowns 

dressed  in  jovial  gowns, 

Drenched  in  feelings  of  deprived  sadness 

A  measurable  attire  of  mortal  madness. 

Shall  we  have  the  choir  ascend  the  hills 
Choosing  one a  little  stone  among  them, 

to  desert  the  troop, 
The  universal  forces  of  the  group? 

Seducing  him  with  a  millennium  of  attractions 

A  motif  for  motioning  cosmic  distractions.. 
Let  us  take  what  we  half -create 

the  actor  in  our  drama, 

A  characterization a  mould  of  limiting  boundaries: 

To  roll,  and  roll just  rolling  and  tumbling, 

Constantly  faltering  from  a  million  alterations; 
A  million  sources  writing  his  life, 

rewriting  and  mending  his  behavior 
Until  everything  spins  in  the  frenzy  of  humanity. 

And  shall  we  choose  as  our  stages 
A  space  between  empty  walls, 
A  period  of  reasoning  that  enlightened  an  age, 

a  gap  in  history 

Which  in  the  awareness  of  a  blindman's  eye 

Was  the  presence  of  thoughts  deeply  interfused, 

with  all  things  being  confused; 

and  far  away, 

The  sparkle  of  a  vanishing  star 

The  voices  being  distant  and  solemn, 

But  spoken  with  eloquent  diction, 

A  language  of  symbolic  contradictions. 

And  on  a  rainy  day,  by  himself, 
A  little  boy  plays  with  his  toys.  •  . 
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Let  us  go  then, 
Our  span  of  time  is  short j 
And  there  is  no  time,  no  time  for  you  and  I, 

For  riding  golden  chariots  across  the  sky 

Or  painting  the  rising  and  sinking  sun 

in  numbers  of  tears, 

or  cycles  of  years. 

CHORUS : 

0  life  of  day  to  day  blissful  solitude, 
Whose  starry  nights  and  nature's  voices 
Were  glorious  hidden  manna 

God's  intimate  touch; 
Clothed  in  inner  fortitude 
(Like  Adam  and  Eve  before  they  were  nude) 
The  shepherd  guarding  the  lambs  of  his  flock 
While  standing  with  faith  and  trust 

upon  a  rock. 

II 

Come  and  behold,  our  world  is  older 

a  decaying  creation, 
Of  inhabitants  by  the  millions  turning  colder? 
But  you're  still  not  satisfied, 
Being  unpersuaded  because  no  one  has  died. 

Well  then,  let  us  make  haste  and  leave 
Searching  for  that  which  you  don't  believe, 
A  reality  of  death  in  the  air. 

Hurry,  time  is  everything, 
or  perhaps  nothing., 
Or  possibly  a  setting  for  rising  and  falling 

awareness  of  action, 
Or  maybe  consciousness  moving  in  it, 
Or  us  going  to  the  city  for  a  visit. 

Come,  we  shall  go 
Back  to  the  time  when  we  were  children, 

Back  into  childhood  fantasy 

Into  that  romantic  youthful  ecstasy, 
The  dreams  of  childhood  and  adolescence; 
Things  untouched  by  rigorous  laws 
and  scholarly  lessons: 

When  you  were  a  great  legend 
That  realized,  and  even  expected 
That  anything  accepted  was  capable  of  being  imagined. 

When  you Sir  George,  fought  the  dragon? 
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chasing  it 

Around  the  house,  down  the  street, 

And  through  the  playground? 

And  did  you  play  in  it,  or  did  you  slay  it, 

Did  you  slay  that  little  mouse. 

And  were  you  there 
With  your  fellow  classmates  at  school 
(Boy  and  girl  in  a  pair)  going  to  lunch, 
Everyone  carrying  a  red  juicy-apple 
Except  you,  holding  an  over-ripened  yellow  pear. 

And  were  you  there 
When  you  planted  your  first  garden, 

flowers  of  various  sorts 

Five  seeds  that  never  rooted,  never  grew, 
And  did  you  kick  and  spit  the  fertile  soil. 

Come,  let  us  attend  the  coronation, 

To  see  the  prophet  anoint  your  head  with  oil 

a  million  abominations,' 

To  see  you  run always  running, 

Stripped  of  strength  and  cunning,* 

To  see  the  doubt,  despair,  and  dark  confusion 


Feelings  of  horror  that  none  will  confess 
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The  smile,  a  face  worn  in  delusion 

crying  out  in  distress. 

And  we  shall  stand  on  the  street  corner 
Waiting  for  someone  to  come, 

not  just  anyone 

But  someone  who'll  share  a  stick  of  gum 
As  v/e  pause  and  pick  our  noses, 
Observing  where  everyone  goes. 

Let  us  confront  the  faces, 
People  resembling  you  and  me, 
tormented  creatures 
Lacking  any  significant  features s 
A  host  of  silhouettes  wrestling  the  night, 
Their  shadows  stalking  against  the  wall- 
Or  rather,  five  drunks  in  a  fight. 

And  on  our  corner  is  a  prostitute, 
"a  lady  of  ill-repute," 
Said  the  penniless -man  preaching  impending  doom, 
His  teachings  of  charity  being  ignored 
As  the  wretched  woman  sweeps  away  on  her  broom. 

And  did  you  see  the  rapist 
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A  morbid  desire,  involved  in  his  act. 
Desperately  seeking  some  form  of  release; 
And  what  about  the  virgin  who  was  attacked, 
Is  the  policeman  still  collecting  the  facts. 

And  did  you  know  this  happened 

This  happened  in  Paradise  Square; 

Or  did  you  know  that  this  is  one  corner, 

One  of  Five  Points 

Leading  you  to  an  overwhelming  conclusion 

A  formulated  phrase  on  progress: 

The  world  is  too  much  with  us, 
And  the  lot  of  man  has  ceased. 

And  did  you  hear  those  dying  voices  that  wake  us, 

Those  subtle dizzy  raptures  of  turbulence; 

A  patient  dying  in  an  ambulance 

While  the  traffic  light  is  green: 

Did  you  see  the  bus  with  empty  seats 

Blending  in  the  landscape  of  deserted  neon-streets; 

A  theatrical  scene  impressing 

That  all  your  waning  friends, 

Like  fashions,  are  just  passing  trends. 

And  did  it  appear  as  something  flourescent 

Something  serene  and  reminiscent. 

Was  it  worth  the  wait,  that  restless  waiting 
Worth  separating  and  being  apart, 

not  feeling  anything, 
But  the  beating  of  your  heart. 

'/as  there  anyone anyone  at  all, 

Or  did  you  stand  and  watch  them  fall. 

And  shall  we  say: 
(While  writing  a  descriptive  essay) 
"You  were  dashing  and  very  daring, 
Standing  around  not  even  caring.  " 

And  Death  is  rising, 
Licking  its  tongue  in  fragile  corners — • 
Whispering  to  an  innocent  child. 

Come,  we  shall  go  to  Maxwell's  Silver  Hammer: 
Where  cold  marble  floors  and  surface  meetings 

are  dressed  in  dim-lighted  glamour; 
Where  money  is  your  greeting 

at  the  door,  and  for  a  drink, 
While  you  sit  there  and  think 
(Thirsting  for  the  real  meaning) 
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What  everyone  is  pretending  to  be 

In  all  those  endings  and  beginnings 

The  duration  of  a  ravaging  fever. 

And  did  you  see  the  pretty  barmaids 
Have  you  imagined  she's  a  mermaid , 
One  that  sees  you  bound  to  the  mast-block, 

while  the  siren  sings: 
"Come  sail  away- — sail  away  with  me, 
Sailing  across  the  stormy  sea 
Over  to  the  Stygian  shore." 

Or  maybe  you  would  prefer 
That  voluptuous  woman  wrapped  in  mink  fur, 
The  one  with  painted,  savory-flavored,  puckered  lips 
Selling  kisses  by  the  dollar. 

Shall  you  say  to  hers 
(Grabbing  her  by  the  mink  collar) 
"I'm  a  man  with  a  lengthy  cock, 
The  key  to  breeding  a  domesticated  stock. " 

And  did  you  hear  the  musics 
That  proud  harmony  of  the  storm, 
That  hard-driving  sound a  thundering  rhapsody 

of  rhymes  and  rhythm 
Lamenting  love  lost,  praising  love  found, 

Potentially  disturbing,  but  necessary  in  reflective  melodies. 
And  did  you  think  it  was  a  symphony, 

an  act  of  compulsion, 
Or  just  a  lingering  afterthought  that  curled  about  your  mind, 

falling  asleep  with  passing  time. 

And  should  you  get  up  and  dance 

A  performing  member  of  the  chorus , 

Ualtzing  into  a  meaningful  romance 

As  you  keep  in  step  with  the  soothing  violins 

Under  the  cover  of  a  deceitful  moon  that  grins, 

While  the  myriads  are  dancing  on  the  wall. 

Or  would  you  rather  be  at  Gatsby's, 
An  invited  guest  drunk  and  full  of  zests 
Watching  the  burning  green  light  appear  and  reappear, 
Flickering  above  the  tinseled  harbor  lights; 
For  you  have  felt  these  pains  before 

the  countless  readings, 
Where  books  become  a  catalyst  of  printed  words, 
Shaped  without  form  and  shaded  without  colour; 

Then  it  fades,  all  the  suggestions  fading  and  disappearing 

All  the  experiences  forgotten,  uncaptured  by  expression, 

Until  it  wanders  out  of  sight 

Bearing  no  title  worthy  of  its  meaning? 
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And  all  through  the  night  the  memory  burns. 

And  on  a  rainy  day,  by  himself, 
A  grown  man  has  lost  direction  of  Self. 

And  on  and  on  it  progresses: 

Life  changing,  passing  in  the  shadows  of  an  alley 

People  passing  in  faint  crevasses, 

hiding  in  secluded  recesses; 
Walking  quickly,  always  moving  swiftly. 

CHORUS ; 

0  pitiful  face,  hear  them  call  your  name; 
Countless  voices  urging  you  on  in  an  unfamiliar  race 
To  a  homeless-faceless-desolate  end, 
A  spacious  castle  to. defend. 

Run  faster faster,  don't  look  back, 

Time  is  ticking  on, 

And  has  past,  dancing  an  the  blue  lawn. 

And  there  is  no  time,  no  time  for  making  decisions, 

No  time  to  be  borne  back  through  burning  visions. 

And  lilacs  are  dead,  never  returning  home, 

Gone  forever  to  far  away  islands 

A  nomad,  making  a  pilgrimage  alone. 

Ill 

Come,  for  the  evening  follows  near 

A  waning  year  weeping  with  weathered  tears  ? 
And  we  grow  old... we  grow  old  sitting  by  the  fire, 
Thinking  of  the  past,  speculating  how  long  life  lasts, 
Musing  ourselves  in  conceits,  shadowing  truth  in  deceit: 

Minutes  mimicking  the  rocking-chair  rhythm 

A  lullaby  putting  you  to  sleep. . . 
Asleep. . .tired. . .as  it  malingers 

In  the  mind's  dark  ancestral  cave  of  the  deep 

an  abyss  of  thought. 

And  we  grow  old... our  memories  turning  to  gold, 
Being  unschooled,  non-classical,  but  natural  fanatics; 

Whose  recollections  of  fragmented  human  life 

Apparelled  in  the  freshness  of  a  dream, 
Was  the  glory  of  a  splendid  vision, 

For  in  a  minute  there  is  timg 

Time  yet  for  a  million  visions  and  revisions. 

And  we  grow  old... aged  and  timeworn, 
searching  for  the  simple 
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An  outward  look  on  the  complex  hierarchy 
Written  in  the  definition  of  a  romantic. 

And  there  are  no  seasons  under  the  sun, 
No  reasons  for  you  to  live  my  son. 

Shall  we  gather  by  the  river 

gathering  in  leisure 
The  thread  that  issues  from  the  spindle; 

A  scale  of  values a  collective  measure, 

For  silent  angers  kindled. 
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CHORUS : 

0  broken  soul,  lost  in  solitude's  cold-dark  day, 

Gone  forever  in  hollow  basins  of  snow 

A  frozen  corpse  turned  to  clay. 

Open  wide  celestial  gates,  unfolding  eternity's  world- 
Offering  shelter  with  thy  peaceful  estates 
From  deep-utter  darkness  of  another  world; 
Calm  the  gusty  wind 
That  blows,  always  blowing  and  rolling, 

Rolling  in  perpetual  flow 

Row  on  row  of  polished  waves 

Billowing  on  the  traveler  through  life's  rudiments, 

A  fool  walking  across  the  water  to  be  saved; 

Across  the  raging  sea  of  strife 

Searching  for  a  pearl  of  life; 

Challenging  that  ocean  of  isolation, 

Waves  that  crash  upon  the  beach  in  desolation 

shattering  trust 
That  you  saw  in  us,  a  ghostly  gleam 

a  salesman's  dream; 
A  burial  of  the  dead, 
And  a  funeral  in  the  rain, 
And  no  one  was  there,  not  even  us. 


IV 


Come,  let  us  go  to  that  strange  city  . 
Stretching  endlessly  (including  the  suburbs) 

From  building  to  buildings 

Skyscrapers  rising  through  black-murky  clouds 
Overlooking  a  continous  maze  of  avenues 
Yielding  with  men  rich  or  poor, 
And  majestic  women  and  whores? 
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A  collection  of  class,  status,  and  roles 

A  guide  for  conduct  in  contemporary  values  and  mores. 

For  everyman  is  of  a  certain  time  and  place, 

A  definite  family,  city,  and  nation, 

Belonging  to  a  religious  and  political  faith. 

And  we  have  seen  the  ritual, 
the  lip-service, 
Of  the  business  oriented  spiritual; 
Calling  you  out  of  the  closet 
(A  private  chamber  of  mourning) 
Asking  you  to  pray  in  public. 

And  we  shall  enter  the  cities  of  the  plain, 
patriots  in  our  loyalty; 
To  prepare  the  altar, 

And  make  ready  our  sacrifice 

The  one  who  crushed  the  mice. 

For  we  shall  gather  at  his  feet, 
Watching  the  fatal  slumber  of  defeat; 

For  we  have  seen  and  heard  what  the  mystic  knows 

The  arguments  of  obedience,  and  the  sacred  covenant. 

For  there  is  no  escar>e,  no  emancipation, 
We  shall  punish  the  soul  with  cultural  rape 
Forever,  on  a  scaffold  of  damnation, 

For  a  crime  of  seeking  a  sense  of  joy  sublime 

That  massive  treasure  of  common  memories. 

And  on  a  rainy  day,  by  himself, 
An  old  man  has  shot  himself. 

And  there  has  been  a  death;  gather  all  to  mourn  the  loss 
Someone's  shears  have  snipped  the  breath, 
A  victimized  child  for  the  cross. 

CHORUS : 

0  precious  flower,  faceless  among  avenues  of  night, 

Who  has  withered  away  thy  power,  thy  life 

That  abundant  grace  through  faith, 

Having  drugged  and  fettered  thy  sweet -scent. 

And  lilacs breeding  out  of  the  dead  land, 

are  layed  waste; 

Never  returning  in  spring 

A  hermit,  not  granted  a  song  to  sing 

Gone  forever  in  coffins  of  seclusion. 
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Come,  We  shall  journey  to  the  summit 
As  apostles  on  a  missionary  trip 
To  that  golden  throne  of  knowledge 
(A  congregation  of  murmurous  drones) 
Among  the  pillars  of  the  Unknown 
In  the  midst  of  Mars'  Hill. 

Let  us  tell  them:   "We  perceive " 

(Warning  them  of  their  superstitions, 

That  they  have  "oeen   decieved, 

And  that  mighty  Babylon  has  fallen.) 

And  they  shall  says 
"You  have  come  here  to  persuade, 
But  we  don't  want  to  join  your  crusade, 
Not  today,  or  anyday. " 

And  we  shall  call  them  a  million  blind  Pruf  rocks 
(An  arrogant  and  polite  society) 
Taking  a  toast  and  tea: 
A  venom  of  evolutionized  austerity, 
technicalized  simplicity, 
and  industrialized  prosperity, 
For  this  is  a  city  conceived  unreal, 
Suffering  from  the  design  of  dismal  uncertainty 
In  a  land  layed  waste,  life's  bitter  taste: 

For  we  are  all  dead, 

Being  programmed  in  the  head, 

And  bankrupt  in  the  soul 

the  stuffed  men,  the  hollow  men, 
Puppets -on-a-string  playing  a  condemned  role. 

CHORUS : 

0  bright  and  shining  morning, 
Let  us  lift  our  voices  in  mourning, 
Filling  ourselves  with  sorrow 
While  kneeling  at  the  grave. 

Let  us  prepare  the  leavened  bread  for  tomorrow 
That  we  may  feast  for  those  we  enslaved; 
For  this  day  our  brother  has  perished, 
Leaving  nothing  for  us  to  cherish. 

What  is  this  obscure  realism, 
This  master  of  a  million  faces  in  disguise. 
Can  it  be  a  series  of  changes? 
A  new  set  of  modern  arrangements? 
An  existential  and  philosophical  fact 
Transcending  the  boundaries  into  social  realism. 
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Let  us  conclude  with  unquestioned  faith, 
In  nightmares  of  resistance, 
An  inevitable  fact  of  existence, 
That  insidious  family  that  denied 

Something  hidden,  buried  down  inside 

naked  and  transparent. 

•     •••••• 

We  shall  call  it  Loneliness, 
That  beggar  of  notoriety 
Pounding  on  the  heart's  door  with  unrelenting  stress, 

A  tempo  for  progress  and  future  waves  of  time 

a  rare  precious  flower 
That  gives  life  down  a  million  ways, 

Having  trodden  through  everlasting  weather 

the  span  of  life  5 
Following  the  shadows  that  lead  to  darkness 
As  the  curtain  closes  upon  the  act, 
And  the  essence  of  time  is  no  more. 

....... 

Come  then,  let  us  go,  the  funeral  is  today, 
hearing  the  eulogies; 
Respecting  the  deceased  in  the  accepted  way. 

Let  us  pay  the  homage  due 

reciting  five  great  elegies, 
A  voice  calling calling  to  us; 

Telling  us  v/e  shall  die  s 

For  to  ttotfB&i   this  earth,  this  life, 

The  family  we  love  so  much, 

The  friends  we  knew  so  well, 

The  place  v/e  knew  as  home, 

To  iTvse-  this,  and  so  much  mores 

Until  we  suffer  and  our  bodies  are  sore 

A  hideous  torment  of  the  soul; 

•  i/hereon  the  pillars  of  life  are  founded 

Which  consciousness  tends... and  memory  amends, 

Death  is  rising... and  rivers  flow. 

Steve  Dahn 

A  ROYAL  PROPOSAL 
I  am  beginning  a  personal  vendetta  which  I  pray 
will  add  some  wiggle  and  bounce  to  our  school  cafeteria. 
If  you're  thinking  of  cocktail  waitresses,  you're  wrong, 
although  I  must  admit  the  thought  has  crossed  my  mind. 
However  this  is  not  the  real  meat  and  potatoes  of  my 
argument.   I  wish  to  propose  to  the  Administrators, 
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A  ROYAL  PROPOSAL  (con't) 


a  brand  new  amendment,  which  would  require  strict  enforcement 
regarding  a  policy  of  serving  Jell-0  everyday  in  our 
cafeteria.  Anything  less  will  not  be  tolerated  by  this 
bill ' a  originator . 

How  I  know  I'm  standing  on  shaky  ground,  but  I  will 
fight  to  ray  death  unless  this  important  piece  of  legislation 
jells.  And  if  I  should  perish  in  this  life  or  death 
struggle,  I'd  hope  that  the  Jell-0  lovers  of  Joliet  Junior 
College  would  see  to  it  that  I  be  laid  to  rest  in  a  crypt 
of  Strawberry  Goop.  What  Heaven!  Or  maybe  even  they'll 
construct  a  Jell-0  mold  in  my  image. 

The  closed-minded  individual  may  designate  me  as 
one  of  those  damned  Jell-0  freaks."  That  is  it  precisely; 
I  am  opening  up  my  closet  door  and  pleading  to  the  world. 
"Yes,  I  will  steal  Jell-0  from  little  children,  and,  yes, 
I  am  indeed  a  Jell-0  Junkie.''  That's  how  the  Jell-0  jiggles. 

Now,  it  is  possible  that  Jell-0  is  served  everyday  at 
JJC,  but  from  my  own  experience,  I  know  Jell-0  isn't  always 
readily  available  on  Monday,  Wednesday,  Friday  at  0:00  a.m., 
and  9:00  a.m.  thru  12:00  a.m.  Also  no  gelative  delights 
are  found  on  Tuesday,  Thursday  11:00  a.m.  till  1:30  p.m. 
If  need  be,  I'll  siipply  the  materials,  directions, 
experience,  and  minimum  wages:  I  CRAVE  Jell-0. 

The  cafeteria  would  indeed  be  doing  itself  a  favor  by 
furnishing  'our  Daily  Jell-0.11  Tests  conducted  at  the 
Jell~0  Institute  of  Technology  indicate  people  become  less 
aggressive  when  walking  into  a  room  where  Jell-0  can  be 
seen.  Just  imagine  gigantic  globs  of  gracious  gorgeous 
Jell-0,  glimmering  in  the  light  when  you  enter  the  kitchen. 
The  cafeteria  should  catch  on  to  some  of  the  day's  newest 
fads  and  begin  selling  colossal  portions  of  Jell-0.  Any 
sexual  fantacist  will  tell  you  about  the  euphoric  ecstacy 
of  making  love  in  a  bed  of  Jell-0.  Or,  how  about  draining 
your  water  bed  and  filling  it  up  with  Jell-0.  The  mind  can 
set  no  limits  on  the  jollies  that  can  be  derived  from 
Jell-0. 

I  hope  I've  made  my  point  by  now  and  if  I've  gained 
any  followers,  you  can  participate  in  one  of  the  Jell-0 
initiation  rites  by  singing  this  song: 


I've  got  Jell-0  in  my  brains 
I've  got  Jell-0  in  my  veins 

Gimme  Jell-0 
I  want  neither  steak,  nor  beef  jerky 
Just  serve  me  some  Jell-0,  don't  make  me  go 

Cold  Turkey 

Gimme  Jell-0 
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After  you've  sung  our  song,  you  can  become  a  full- 
fledged  member  by  giving  the  Jell-o  handshake  to  this 
author,  the  next  time  you  pass  me  in  the  hall.   To  perform 
the  Jell-o  handshake  you  wobbily  join  hands  and  shake  them 
in  a  Jell-o  like  manner.   If  you  are  female,  interesting 
variations  on  form  are  both  possible  and  probable. 

If  this  campaign  gets  outside  support,  then  bumper 
stickers  reading,  "I'd  rather  Jell-o,"  will  be  distributed, 
So  the  next  time  you  see  me  in  the  cafeteria,  mention 
this  column  and  the  Jell-o  (if  there  is  any)  is  on  me. 

Send  your  cards,  letters,  contributions  and  recipes 
to  Jell-o  Headquarters,  Steve  Dahn proprietor,  JJC. 

*  For  you  weight  watchers,  tests  prove  Jell-o  is 
lower  in  calories  than  whipped  cream. 


Danette  Krieger 
(WORDEATER  AWARD  WINNER) 
I  GST  TO  GO  HOLE  TOMORROW 


As  i  stared  down  at  my 
left  hand  I  noticed  that  my 
middle  finger  had  accumulated 
some  dirt  under  it.   I  reached 
down  with  my  right  hand  and 
scraped  the  dirt  from  under 
m'j   finger  nail.   Then  I  smeared 
th?  dirt  onto  my  off-white  gown. 
I  v;as  sitting  in  my  chair,  in- 
front  of  my  window,  in  my  room. 
The  day  looked  very  fair  out- 
side.  It  was  the  ninth  day 
since  the  first  snow,  and  there 
was  still  snow  presently  on  the 
ground .   The  snow  always  in- 
trigued me.   When  I  was  a  small 
child  in  Brooklyn  I  used  to 
play  in  it. 

I  stood  up  from  my  chair, 
and  walked  to  my  door.   The  tile 
floor  was  cold  on  my  barefeet, 
but  I  didn't  care.   I  peered 
through  the  rusty  steel  bars  of 
my  door.   The  hallway  was  empty, 
but  I  knew  that  soon  they  would 
be  coming  with  carts  bringing  me 


my  morning  coffee  and  roll.   I 
always  got  to  my  door  before 
they  did,  and  peered  through  the 
bars  waiting  for  them.   I  could 
now  hear  them  down  at  the  end  of 
the  hallways  they  were  rolling 
their  carts  down  the  hall,  with 
my  breakfast  on  them.   The 
squeaky  wheels  of  the  carts 
would  stop,  then  roll  on,  and 
then  stop  again.   They  always 
made  nine  stops  before  me,  and 
eleven  stops  after  me.   SIX, 
SEVEN ,  EIGHT ...  I  was  next .   They 
opened  the  slot  in  my  door  with 
the  key,  and  shoved  in  my  paper 
cup  filled  with  steaming  coffee. 
Then  they  handed  me  my  roll  on 
a  paper  plate.   I  grabbed  the 
coffee  cup  in  one  hand,  and  the 
paper  plate  in  the  other  hand. 
I  walked  to  my  table  and  set  my 
breakfast  down.   I  went  to  my 
window  and  brought  my  chair  over 
to  the  table.   The  only  time  my 
chair  ever  leaves  my  window  is 
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when  I  eat.   They  gave  me  an 
apricot  roll,  with  powdered 
sugar  frosting  drizzled  over 
the  top,  filling  in  the  cracks 


cars  today.   I  get  to  go  home 
tomorrow.   I  always  wondered  if 
the  people  in  the  cars  could  see 
me.   They  must  not  be  able  to9 


between  the  nuts  and  the  apricot,  because  if  they  could  they  would 
I  ate  the  whole  thing,  and  sat     let  me  leave.   This  is  my  room, 
sipping  my  coffee  slowly.         I  never  get  bored  in  my  room, 


EIGHT,  NIKE,  TEN,  ELEVEN... I 
could  no  longer  hear  the  wheels 
of  the  cart  rolling  and  stopping. 
A  door  slammed,  I  wish  I  could 
see  the  door.   It  must  be  a 
very  heavy  door,  to  slam  that 
hard. 

I  took  my  coffee  and  chair 
and  went  back  to  my  window.   I 


because  I  have  my  thoughts.   My 
thoughts  are  my  friends.   The 
children  are  my  friends  too .   I 
wish  they  would  let  me  go  outside 
to  play  with  them.   I  used  to  play 
with  them.   But  I  don't  want  to  go 
outside  today.   I  live  here  now. 
My  thoughts  are  my  friends. 

Lunchtime  is  coming  soon.   I 


love  my  window,  it  always  changes.  CQXi'x   wait  to  eat  lunc^.   I  can 


Once  a  spider  built  a  web  in 
a  corner  near  my  bed.   I  used 
to  lay  on  my  bed  all  day  and 
wagjhh  him.   But  one  day  I  woke 
up  and  my  spider  was  gone.   I 
know  where  he  went,  and  I  must 
go  there  too. 

Ifm  going  home  tomorrow.   I 
get  to  go  home.   I  remember  my 
house,   ly  house  is  in  Brooklyn. 
I  live  in  a  big  brick  house,  lay 
name  is  Jill.   I  think  Irm  3° 
years  old.   I  was  born  in 
Brooklyn.   This  is  my  home.   I 
can  hear  the  children  again. 
They  ^er-fiLaughin'g':.  ,  I  want  to  go 
outside  and  play,  but  I  can't. 
They  won't  let  me  leave.   But 
I  get  to  go  home  tomorrow. 

I  love  my  coffee.   I  always 
drink  half  of  my  coffee  with  my 
roll  and  save  half  for  while  I 
sit  in  my  v/indow.  The  last  two 
sips  are  always  cold,  but  I 
don't  care.   I  love  to  look  out 
my  window.   There  are  cars  on 
the  highway  far  away.   I  usually 
count  the  cars  on  the  highway. 
But  I  don't  have  to  count  the 


hear  the  door  slam.   SIX... I  never 
wait  by  the  door  for  lunchtime. 
SEVEN... I  like  to  sit  by  my  window 
until  it  comes.   EIGHT... now  I  can 
go  to  my  door.   Today  I  will  eat 
macaroni  and  cheese,  because  today 
is  Friday.   I  love  macaroni  and 
cheese.   I  can  move  my  chair  now, 
because  now  is  lunchtime.   I  love 
lunchtime.   My  macaroni  and  cheese 
is  always  good.   I  always  eat  all 
my  lunch,  but  today  I  think  I'll 
leave  one  noodle.   I  get  to  go  home 
tomorrow. 

I  don't  think  I'll  sit  by  my 
window  after  lunch.   I  think  I'll 
lie  on  my  bed.   I  love  my  bed,  it's 
so  soft.   I  love  to  stare  at  the 
ceiling,  it  contains  so  many  holes. 
One  day  I  started  counting  the 
holes,  but  I  fell  asleep.   I  dreamed 
that  I  fell  into  a  hole  that  never 
ended.   I  just  kept  falling  and 
falling.   I  woke  up  screaming.   I 
love  my  room. 

I  can't  hear  the  children  any- 
more.  They  must  have  went  home. 
It's  time  for  me  to  go  home  too. 
I  get  to  go  home  tomorrow.   I  love 
my  house.   I  used  to  make  snowmen 
in  my  back  yard. 
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I  have  macaroni  in  my  tooth. 
I  stuck  my  first  fingernail  in 

between  my  teeth  and  scratched 
the  piece  of  macaroni  from  be- 
tween my  teeth.   I  kept  the 
chunk  of  noodle  on  the  end  of  my 
finger  and  stared  at  it  for  a 
long  time.   Then  I  put  it  back  in 
between  my  teeth.   I  have  a  piece 
of  macaroni  in  my  teeth.   I  have 
to  scratch  it  out.   I  think  I 
will  swallow  it  now. 

I  wonder  where  my  spider  is? 
I"y  spider  went  home.   I  get  to 
go  home  tomorrow.   I  will  move 
my  chair  back  to  my  window  now. 
I  love  my  chair.   It  isn't  even 
heavy.   I  lift  it  three  times  a 
day.  I  move  it  back  and  forth 
from  my  window  to  my  table.   I'y 
window  is  my  favorite  place.   I 
can  see  everybody.   I  love  my 
window. 

I  can  hear  the  door  slam.   I 
love  that  door.   I  wish  I  could 
see  the  door.   I  get  to  go  home 
tomorrow.   SIX... I  like  to  wait 
by  my  door  for  dinner.   SEVEN... 
I  love  to  eat  dinner.   EIGHT.... 
the  slot  in  my  door  is  opened 
now.   I  wonder  what's  for  dinner. 
They  handed  me  a  paper  bowl  of 
soup.   I  put  it  on  my  table. 
Then  they  handed  me  a  paper  plate 
with  mashed  potatoes,  peas,  and 
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meat.   I  love  peas.   I  set  my 
plate  down.   I  got  my  chair  from 
my  window.   I  love  to  eat  dinner. 
After  dinner  I  get  to  sleep.   I 
love  to  sleep.   I  don't  think  I'll 
eat  my  peas,  so  I  can  sleep  sooner. 
I  love  peas.   I  have  to  put  all  of 
my  garbage  through  the  slot  after 
dinner.   I  still  have  my  coffee 
cup  from  breakfast.   I  get  to  go 
home  tomorrow. 

I  used  to  save  my  dishes.   They 
didn't  like  it  when  I  saved  my 
dishes,  so  I  gave  them  back.   I 
love  my  room. 

I  shoved  my  paper  plate  and 
cups  through  the  bars  in  my  door. 
They  fell  to  the  floor.   I  love 
my  door. 

I  get  to  sleep  in  my  bed  now. 
I  love  my  bed.   I  want  to  sleep 
now,  because  I  get  to  go  home 
tomorrow.   Good -night. 

Today  is  Saturday.  I  always 
sit  in  my  chair  by  my  window.  I 
love  mj/-  window.  I  can  hear  the 
door  slam.  I  always  sit  in  my 
chair  and  wait  for  my  breakfast 
to  get  here.  SIX... I  get  to  go 
home  tomorrow. . . 


Molly  Burns 
UNCLE  BERN IE/FATHER  BURNS 

It  was  a  strange  day,  that  day.     I  believe  it  was  1973.  in  the 

The  sky  was  a  violent  blue,  and  summer  somewhere,  the  month,  well 

the  clouds  hovered  threateningly  maybe  July  or  August.   The  final 

overhead.   In  the  air  was  a  bell  rang,  and  I  was  free  from 

feeling  of  uneasiness,  a  sort  of  gym  class  at  last.   Cars  were 

"intervision",  I  suppose.  everywhere  as  I  walked  outside. 
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The  small  lot  was  full,  with  noises 
of  kids  and  mothers  screaming,  cars 
beeping.  The  rain  was  heavy  and 
ths  sky  alight  with  lightning  and 
sounds  of  rumbling  thunder.   I 
looked  around  quickly,  for  a  ride 
of  course,  and  realized  that  no 
one  was  there  to  bring  me  home . 
I  sullenly  glanced  above  me, 
staring  into  the  beginning  of  what 
was  to  become  a  tornado.  Already 
soaked  in  just  the  few  minutes  I 
was  outside,  I  began  walking  to- 
wards home. 

Mow  my  house  was  about  two  miles 
away,  and  the  thought  of  walking 
didn't  thrill  me  in  the  least, 
but  then  again  it  didn't  really 

bother  me like  I  said,  it  was 

as  though  I  had  an  "intervision" 
or  rather  forthought. 

By  the  time  I  reached  the  end 
of  the  first  block,  the  sky  had 
turned  completely  black,  ordinarily 
this  would  have  totally  freaked 
me  out,  but  what  could  I  do?  I 
just  continued  walking,  the  light — 
ning  becoming  brighter  and  closer, 
'and;  ibfie  fchtinfter  louder  and  louder. 

I  reached  my  house,  looking  as 
if  I  had  just  swum  20  miles  in  the 
canal,  and  that,  needless  to  say, 
looks  pretty  bad. 

I  can't  remember  what  happened 
between  the  door  and  the  bathroom, 
but  next  thing  I  remember  is  me 
standing  in  the  bathroom,  (drying 
off)  in  front  of  the  mirror,  and 
my  mother  in  the  kitchen,  cooking 
dinner  or  something  in  that  effect. 
And  that's  when  she  told  me  Uncle 
Bernie  was  dead. 

I  closed  the  door  and  cried. 

I  guess  I  expected  it  to 
happen,  I  mean,  he  had  cancer  of 
the  tongue.   He  had  had  to  have 
all  his  teeth  pulled  and  almost 
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all  of  his  tongue  removed.  His 
weight  was,  well  of  course,  very 
little.  He  had  never  been  very 
heavy,  "skin  and  bones"  runs  in 
my  father's  family,  but  naturally 
Uncle  Bernie  was  almost  a  skeleton 

Nevertheless,  I  guess  I  just 
thought  of  him  as  immortal  or 
something.   Isn't  that  ironic, 
after  all He  was  a  priest. 

I  can  remember,  after  it  was 
discovered  that  he  had  cancer, 
everything  changed  somehow. 
Especially  Sundays,  every  Sunday, 
my  mother,  father,  and  I  drove 
to  Oak  Lawn  Rectory  (St.  Linus 


I  guess 


Parrish)  to  visit, 
never  was  one  for  sitting  still, 
so  while  my  parents  were  in 
Uncle  Bernie 's  room,  I  was  down- 
stairs with  the  cook  and  Herman* 
Marie,  (the  cook)  would  feed  me 
cookies  and  ice  cream  til'  I 
thought  I  would  burst,  and  Hermam, 
well  Herman  would  lie  down  by  my 
feet  and  eat  everything  that  I 
did. 

Actually,  Herman  wasn't  just 
Herman;  his  name  was  Prince 
Herman  and  something  else  after 
that,  the  III.   I  mean  the  dog 
had  it  made,  when  he  went  out- 
side to  go  to  the  bathroom,  if 
it  was  cold  he  would  wear  a 
little  knit  sweater  and  a  cao. 
If  it  was  raining,  he  would  wear, 
yep»  you  go*t  it,  a  raincoat. 
Have  you  ever  seen  a  "hot  dog" 
dog  in  a  raincoat.? 

So  it  was  every  Sunday,  I.arie, 
Herman,  and  I  sitting  around  eat- 
ing ice  cream  bars  and  watching 
He e -Haw  and  Lawrence  Itfelk.  And 
every  Sunday  night,  I  left  with 
a  china  doll,  or  a  toy  for  my 
own  dog,  naturally.' 

Another  change  was,  well  it 
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really  wasn't  a  change,  but  Uncle 
Bernie  took  my  parents  on  a 
vacation.   And  I  mean  "vacation". 
He  wanted  to  go  to  Phoenix, 
Arizona  once  more  before  he  died, 
so  off  they  went,  his  paying 
everything.   They  went  first  class 
all  the  way.'   During  the  trip,  my 
mother  was  giving  him  enemas  and 
feeding  him  his  medicine;  it  all 
seemed  rather  "gruesome." 

I  can  remember  picking  them  up 
at  the  airport.  What  a  day*   I 
came  home  from  school  early  that 
day,  so  I  could  get  ready  to  go  to 
the  airport. 

Where  do  I  start?  I  guess  from 
the  beginning  of  their  vacation. 
It  was  decided  that  I  stay  with 
my  sister  Bev,  her  husband,  and 
four  (now  five)  kids.   Immediately, 
I  knew  I  would  be  miserable.   Let 
me  explain,  first  of  all,  their 
house  was  always  a  mad  race, 
especially  during  the  school  year. 
Second  of  all,  I  don't  think  she 
was  ever  exactly  "fond"  of  me, 
and  third  of  all,  her  only  daugh- 
ter was  the  same  age  as  me,  and  I 
might  add,  completely  different. 

So  as  it  was,  I  was  miserable. 
Every  morning  during  the  week,  all 
the  kids  would  get  up  before  me 
and  make  all  sorts  of  noise.   They 
had  to  be  to  school  about  an  hour 
before  me.   They  would  then  all 

eat  waffles  and  syrup by  the  time 

I  would  get  up,  all  the  syrup 
would  be  gone  and  Bev  would  force 
me  to  eat  waffles  with  jelly. 
UghS   they  were  so  dry  and  crummy 
tasting  and  I  would  wish  I  was 
home. 

On  my  days  off  of  school,  my 
youngest  nephew  in  that  family 
at  that  time,  Robby,  v/ould  wake 
me  up  at  7 '00  a.m.  to  watch  Ray 
Ravnor I  enjoyed  that.   We 


would  lie  around  and  watch  this 
stupid  show,  without  anyone 

bothering  us. 

Bev's  kids  all  went  to  Holy 
Family  Grade  School,  they  got 
rides  in  a  carpool;  I  went  to 

St.  Pauls a  few  miles  away.   I 

had  to  ride  my  nephew*s J. Irenes  peed 
bicycle,  with  no  brakes.   Across 
and  down  Black  Road.  Adventurous, 
at  least,  if  nothing  else.   Here 
I  would  be,  3°  degrees  outside 
and  me  in  my  uniform  skirt  trying 
to  ride  this  damn  bicycle  with 
no  brakes. 

When  I  would  get  home  in  the 
afternoons  we  would  play  "kick 
the  can",  "tag",  or  other  such 
games  with  the  neighborhood  kids. 
And  so  it  went! 

Anyway,  to  get  back  to  the 
point,  the  day  came  to  pick  them 
up  at  the  airport.   I  walked  to 
my  house  straight  from  school 
and  proceeded  to  change.   Then 

Bev  came  over of  course, 

(despite  my  tears)  and  made  me 
change  again.   I  was  so  glad  my 
parents  were  coming  home I I 

When  mom,  dad,  and  Uncle  Bernir 
got  off  the  plane,  all  tanned 
(I  might  add),  they  had  oranges 
and  other  fresh  fruit  from  their 

trip.   The  sad  thing  was my 

mom  also  had  this  suction  thing 
in  her  hand  to  keep  Bernie  from 
shoking,  also  assorted  medicines. 

We  then  went  on  to  Uncle 
Bernie 's  favorite  resturant, 
where  he  slowly  sipped  his  soup. 

From  then  on  everything  went 
downhill.   Uncle  Bernie  had  an 
anniversary  mass  and  breakfast 
and  his  parishiciife'r^:   named  a 

neighborhood  street Fr.  Burns 

St.  after  their  favorite  pastor, 
him. 

He  died  shortly  after  that; 


Molly  Burns 


the  wake  was  held  at  the  church. 
I  can  remember  walking  up  to 
communion  past  his  open  casket. 
I  stopped  to  look  at  him  and 
broke  down.   I  tried  to  keep  from 
looking  all  through  the  mass,  but 
he  just  looked  so  wierd.  Every- 
one said  he  looked  good.  How  can 
death  look  good?  To  me  he  just 
looked  sick  and  old  and  tired, 
like  he  was,  just  dead. 

The  funeral  was  gaudy ;  they  had 
tiny  military  veterans  doing  gun  ; 
salutes  and  all.   In  the  middle 
of  the  ceremony  the  man  dropped  the 
flag,  and  I  laughed  because  he 
was  so  small  and  stupid  and  clumsy. 

Afterwards  everyone  ate.  And 
I  talked  with  a  man  who  was  an 
alcoholic,  and  I  liked  him,  because 
he  was  crazy.   I  can  vaguely 
remember  him  telling  me  some- 
thing about  running  from  cops  and 
going  over  a  stone  wall.   It  could 
be  my  imagination,  but  I  don't 
think  it  was.   I  also  remember  get- 
ting drunk,  very  drunk,  and  cry- 
ing with  him,  and  he  was  old, 
tired  and  very  sick  too,  and  like 
me,  he  was  also  sad  about  Uncle 
Bernie. 

The  relatives  all  argued  over 
possesions,  claiming  their  close- 
ness with  Bernie.  Ke  left  me  his 

typewriter,  also  a  ring which 

he  gave  me  months  before  he  died. 
He  told  me  it  was  a  Bishop's  ring; 

it  was  a  Cracker  Jack  ring and 

I  laughed . 

Uncle  Bernie  was  a  cranky  man, 

but  also  a  very  kind  man he  held 

a  very  special  intrigue  with  me. 
Ever  since  my  accident,  we  were 
very  close.   Mien  I  was  about  l6 
months  old,  I  was  run  over  by  a 
car?  it  put  tracks  on  my  face  and 
left  me  with  a  concussion  and 
crossed  eyes.   I  was  in  the 
hospital  for  over  a  month,  and 
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for  the  first  week  and  a  half 
nobody  could  move  me  or  pick 
me  up.   He  came  to  the  hospital 
to  see  me,  and  I  held  out  my 
arms,  and  they  wouldn't  let  him 
pick  me  up.   He  went  to  my  house 
and  cried. 

Since  then,  I  can  remember 
through  many  years-:  .6 £-.  high  '«f ever,, 
ear  infections  and  stitches,  he 
was  always  there.   Him  and  his 

buddy  Fr.  Lynch teaching  me 

magic  tricks,  jokes,  and  not 
telling  me  the  meaning  of  words, 
but  making  me  look  them  up  in 
a  dictionary. 

Fr.  Lynch  still  comes  to  our 
house.  And  though  I've  grown 

out  of  magic  and  games I'll 

never  get  too  old  for  talk  about 
my  Uncle  Bernie Fr.  Burns. 


THE   INK  FROfj  UNWRITTEN   POETRY 

The  ink  from  unwritten  poetry 
has  smeared  and  smudged  the  once 
white  pages  of  my  life. 

Words  blurring  together 
'til  they  are  no  longer  readable. 

Powerful  diction 
no  longer  intrigues  me. 

The  phrases  of  you ft 
no  longer  rhyme. 

I  HAVE  LOST  TRACK  OF  ALL  TIKE 

I  have  lost  track 

of  all  time 
Memories  blurring 

no  longer  in  rhyme 
Days  fall  into  night 

then  down 
The  hard  white  pillow 

his  head  lies  upon 
Ossified  tubes 

drainage  of  red 
Tumor  implanted 

he  lies  in  his  bed. 
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OUTSIDE  OF  ST.  LOUIS 


The  long  line  of  tail-lights  a- 
head  flicked  spasmodically  on  and 
off  like  nervous  fireflies.   Gordon 
Davidson  gently  applied  the  brakes 
while  his  wife  Betty  unconsciously 
applied  a  firmer  foot  upon  an 
imaginary  barake.   They  were  both 
drawn  taut'  with  exhaustion  from 
the  past  two -hour  battle  with  icy 
roads  and  the  endless  line  of  cars 
battling  their  way  north  after  a 
Thanksgiving  holiday  spent  south. 
An  equal  number  of  cars  were 
battling  their  wa3/-  south  ,  having 
spent  their  holiday  up  north. 

"I  do  declare,  there  must  be 
ten-thousand  cars  bumper-to -bumper 
going  toward  Chicago,  and  ten- 
thousand  coming  from  Chicago  J" 
drawled  Betty  in  her  usual  exagger- 


Missduri  was  uneventful,  and  it 
was  pleasant  being  with  relatives 
once  again,  and  there  was  much 
laughter  and  reminiscing  and  a 
drawing  close  again  within  the 
family  after  a  long  absence.  And 
of  course  there  v/as  the  traditiona. 
turkey  and  sage  dressing  and  a 
special  pan  of  oyster  dressing 
for  Gordon  because  Granny  knew 


how  he  relished  it.   There 
mounds  of  fluffy  mashed  potatoes 
awash  with  butter,  and  of  sweet 
potatoes  wearing  a  mantle  of  melte*: 
marshmellows ,  and  green  beans 
canned  from  Granny's  bountiful 
garden,  seasoned  just  right  with 
fatback;  the  pumpkin  pies  and 
mincemeat  pies  sat  in  fat  rows 

on  the  front  porch no  room  in 

the  refrigerator along  with 


ative  way. 

"Yeah?"  said  Gordon  dryly.   "Well, Auntie  's  famous  cheesecake  and 

if  you  ask  me,  all  twenty-thousand  German  chocolate  cake,  and  of 

of  us  are  a  bunch  of  damn  fools."  course  the  big  pot  of  cooked  tur- 

It  had  been  an  enjoyable  holiday,  nips  because  Granny  knew  how  much 

The  preparations  for  the  trip  had  Betty  loved  them.   And  so  they 

gone  smoothly,  and  even  leaving  gorged  themselves  on  food,  and 

Big  Tom  at  the  veterinarian's  hadn't  talk,  and  love. 

been  too  heart -wrenching  this  time,     And  then  it  was  Sunday,  and  time 

due  to  the  anticipation  of  the  trip  to  go,  and  the  tearful  farewells 

"down  home"  to  Betty's  mothers.  and  promises  to  write  more  often, 

Tom  v/as  the  Davidson's  black  and  Gordon  and  Betty  were  on  their 

Labador,  and  they  lavished  the  love  way  back  home.   The  weather  was 

on  him  that  would  have  gone  to  fair  when  they  left  and  the  road 

children,  had  there  been  any.  conditions  good. 

Betty's  mother (everyone  called  her      The  three-day  visit  was  rehashed 

"Granny")  wouldn't  abide  a  dog  in  and  they  traded  comments  on  this 

her  house,  and  Gordon  couldn't  stand  relative  and  that,  as  people  are 

to  think  of  Tom  sleeping  in  the  want  to  do.   Then  there  would  be 

barn,  so  boarding  seemed  an  amicable  spells  of  comfortable  silence 

way  to  solve  the  problem.   Except  shared  by  the  two  of  them,  as  is 

for  Tom.   He  hated  it,  and  always  shared  by  two  people  who  have 

made  Betty  feel  so  guilty  each  time  lived  together  for  two  decades,,  an' 

she  made  the  trip  to  the  feet's  to  each  knows  well  the  mind  and  body 

board  him.  of  the  other.   Other  times,  Betty 

The  tri-o  down  to  southern  would  chatter  aimlessly  about  this 
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and  that. ... "just  know  I've  gained 
at  least  six  pounds 8 ".... "cheese- 
cake so  good,  but  so  rich,  it  just 
made  my  eyes  bug  out. .."... "and 
so  she  gave  me  this  Christmas 
stollen  receipt,  and  I'm  going  to 
make  one,  Hon.   You'll  just  love 
it,  with  all  those  good  nuts  and 
candied  fruit..."  and  Gordon 
contently  let  her  flowing  words 
envelope  and  caress  him  without 
actually  listening  to  what  she  was 
saying. 

The  skies  darkened  as  the 
morning  progressed,  and  a  light 
drizzle  began,  which  turned  into 
freezing  rain,  and  then  to  snow. 
They  should  have  reached  St.  Louis 
by  noon,  but  it  was  dark  by  the 
time  they  crawled  into  the  heart 
of  the  city,  their  car  a  segment 
of  a  long,  unwieldy  serpent  which 
wound  in  and  around  the  maze  of 
overpasses  and  underpasses,  creep- 
ing cautiously  over  glazed  pave- 
ment. 

"What  in  th'  hell  is  holding 
up  this  right  lane.'"  fumed  Gordon, 
twisting  his  body  around  to  see  if 
there  was  a  break  in  the  line  of 
traffic  inching  along  in  the  lane 
left  of  them.   The  line  of  cars 
in  the  right  lane  hadn't  moved  in 

almost  five  minutes it  seemed 

like  fifteen  to  Gordon and  he 

fitfully  wanted  to  get  in  the  lane 
that  at  least  was  moving,  however 
slowly. 

"Oh,  Gordie,  honey,  please  don't 


Mi  Edwards 

enough  this  time  to  bull  his  way 
over  into  the  next  lane  despite 
her  admonishments..   If  he  had, 
they  would  have  missed  the  Illinoir 
exit,  just  as  she  said  they  would. 
She  would  have  berated  him  mildly. 
.."Honey,  if  you'd  .just  listen  to 
me  sometimes  I  "..  .and  they  would 
have  spent  considerable  time  wind- 
ing their  way  around  the  city  and 
finding  another  way  to  cross  over 
into  Illinois. . .but  they  would 
have  lived  to  drive  into  the 
driveway  of  their  cozy,  modest 
home ...  Gordon  would  have  lived  to 
go  to  the  office  on  Monday  morning, 
and  to  yawn  and  stretch,  and  to 
begin  the  week's  routine  work... 
and  Betty  would  have  lived  to  pick 
up  an  ecstatic  Big  Tom  at  the  vet's 
and  to  dutifully  start  on  a  diet, 
and  to  happily  shop  for  nuts  and 
candied  fruit  for  the  Christmas 
stollen  receipt.... 

At  last  the  right  lane  began 
to  move.   It  inched  along  at  first , 
and  then,  as  though  gaining  con- 
fidence, picked  up  speed.   They 
soon  reached  the  Illinois  exit 
ramp,  went  up  and  over,  and  lined 
out  across  the  bridge  spanning 
the  [."ississippi.  A  screen  of 
swirling  snow  hid  the  river  from 

sight,  but  the  arch "The  Gateway 

To  The  West" was  vaguely  dis- 
cernible through  the  curtain  of 
snow,  had  Gordon  and  Betty  been 
looking  for  it.   But  both  were 
carefully  watching  the  road  and 


change  lanes  I      You  know  good  and 
well  this  right  lane  exits  off  to 
1-55,  and  if  we're  in  that  left 
lane  we'll  never  get  back  in  this 
line  and  v/e'll  miss  our  exit.*" 

Gordon  only  grunted.   Even  after 
all  these  years,  Betty's  back-seat 
driving  sometimes  irritates  him. 
If  only  he  had  been  irritates 


the  cars  ahead?  the  line  moved 
along  now  fairly  rapidly  as  they 
reached  mid-point  of  the  bridge, 
leaving  ilissouri  and  entering 
Illinois. 

Once  off  the  bridge,  the  right 
hand  lane  continued  to  move  for- 
ward, although  lanes  to  the  left 
were  barely  creeping  along.  And 
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then  they  saw  why.  A  uniformed 
figure  was  standing  by  a  barricade 
waving  the  cars  in  the  right  lane 
forward,  and  they,  like  stampeding 
cattle  through  an  open  gate, 
streamed  pass  the  barricade  and 
off  into  the  darkness.  As  they 
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driven  into  a  black  void.   At  that 
moment,  the  car  quit  running.   The 

silence  roared  in  their  ears  as 

they  coasted  to  a  stop  in  the 

crushing  darkness.   Betty's  plump 

face  appeared  drawn  and  ghostly 

in  the  dim  dashlight,  and  Gordon's 


passed  the  uniformed  figure,  Betty's  hand  reached  out  to  comfort  her, 


eyes  caught,  just  for  an  instant, 
on  the  face,  and  she  gasped  and 
twisted  wildly,  trying  to  get 
another  glimpse  at  the  face,  to 
verify  what  she  thought  she  had 
seen. 

"GordieS   Oh,  my  God,  Gordie, 
that  man  didn't  have  any   eyes  J  His 
face  was  blank,  just  like  a  piece 
of  shiny  pink  plastic  I      Gordie,  he 
didn't 

"Betty,  honey,  sit  still  and 
shut  up,  will  youS   Your  eyes  are 
playing  tricks  on  you  again... I  do 
v/ish  you'd  learn  to  wear  your  glasses 

all  the  time.   Look,  Bets this 

pavements  dry  as  a  bone.   We're 
going  to  make  up  for  lost  time, 
Babe  J.   I'll  have  you  home  before 
you  know  it . " 


but  was  stopped  in  midair  by  the 
piercing  scream  ripped  out  of  her 
throat,  her  eyes  frozen  open  with 
terror.   He  jerked  his  head  around 
to  face  the  thing  looking  through 
the  window... a  faceless  face,  like 
shiny  pink  plastic. . .and  with  no 
eyes. . . 

"Come  with  me. " 

There  was  nothing  that  moved 
on  the  faceless  thing,  nor  did  any 
vibrations  of  sound  issue  from  it. 
Nevertheless,  the  faceless  face 
repeated,  "Come  with  me". 

Betty's  scream  choked  off  into 
an  animal-like  whimper  of  terror. 
Gordon's  chest  tightened  pain- 
fully, and  he  couldn't  breath,  and 
one  part  of  his  mind  wondered  in- 
sanely if  he  was  going  to  have  a 


The  tail  lights  ahead  all  blinked  Heart-attack  while  another  part  of 
on  an  instant  before  making  a  sharp  his  mind  told  him  he  was  in  shock' 
left  turn  and  disappearing  from 
sight.   Gordon  eased  up  on  the  gas, 
braked  lightly,  and  swung  the  wheel  ?ulled  **   a  S1An*  magnet.   The 


His  body  suddenly  felt  as  though 
it  were  made  of  iron  and  being 


to  negotiate  the  sharp  turn.  As  he 
came  out  of  the  turn,  his  mouth 
dropped  open  in  amazement.  Nowhere 
in  the  vast  darkness  was  there  a 
tail  light.   He  braked,  glancing 
automatically  in  the  rear  view 
mirror,  dropped  his  eyes,  and  then 
with  a  classic  double-take,  raised 
them  swiftly  in  astonishment?  no 
headlights . 

"What  the  hell  is  going  on?" 
Gordon  breathed  the  question.  No 
tail  lights  in  front.   No  head- 
lights in  back.   It  was  as  though 
they  had  rounded  the  corner  and 


door-locks  popped  up,  the  door 
swung  open  and  Gordon  found  him- 
self standing  out  in  the  smothering 
blackness,  Betty  beside  him.   The 
silence  was  absolute.  Dimly,  as 
in  a  dream,  a  dome-like  mass  hung 
in  the  background.   The  middle- 
aged  man  and  woman  stood  like  stone 
statues,  staring  at  the  faceless 
figure.   The  thing  raised  a  small 
black  box-like  apparatus,  aiming 
it  at  the  Davidson's  car,  selected 
a  button  and  pushed  it.   Blinding 
light  flashed  out,  silently.   In 
an  instant,  where  3*259  lbs.  of 
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Ford  Granada  stood,  there  iras  nothing. 
Nothing.  Silence.  The  silence  was  not 
broken,  yet  the  figure  said  to  Betty 
and  Gordon : 

"You  will  come  with  me.  First, 
we  must  rid  you  of  your  shells.   It  is  a 
long  journey,  and  the  shells  do  not 
travel  well  and  take  up  valuable 
space.1   The  figure  selected  a  different 
button  on  the  black  box,  pointed  it 
at  Betty  and  Gordon,  and  pressed  it. 
There  was  not  time  enough  to  scream 
as  the  blinding  light  enveloped  their 
bodies,  searing  cells  and  boiling 


body  juices  in  an  instant  into 
nothingness .  The  figure  turned 
toward  the  darkly  hovering  orb. 

"Cone,  follow  me/1 

They  followed. 

One  day.,  about  a  week  after 
the  Thanksgiving  holiday,  a  man 
sat  reading  the  newspaper.  A 
small  article  buried  in  the  back 
section  had  caught  his  eye. 

,:Hey3  listen  to  this,"  he  said 
to  his  wife,  who  was  washing  the 
breakfast  dishes . 

''It  says  here  they  lost  150 
motoristg  outside  St.  Louis  over 
the  Thanksgiving  holiday.  Wow 
where  in  the  world  could  they  lose 
150  motorists  do  you  suppose?" 
he  mused,  as  he  took  another  sip 
of  coffee. 


Marva  Garrett 
A  TRIBUTE  TO  ME 


At  a  difficult  time  in  my  life, 
I  felt  as  if  I  were  drowning,  God 
provided  a  buoy  for  me  in  the  person 
of  Ann  Bertrand,  a  co-worker  at 
Kroehlers,  I  was  22  years  old, 
divorced,  with  the  sole  support  of 
my  five  year  old  daughter.  The 
States  Attorney's  office  didn't 
bother  to  prosecute  her  father  for 
non -child  support,  and  I  couldn't 
afford  a  lawyer. 

My  first  paycheck  was  for  $60, 
clear.   ^15  was  paid  to  a  baby- 
sitter. The  rest  of  the  money  left 
us  in  the  form  of  rent,  rides  to 
work,  groceries  and  doctor  bills. 
Friday  nights  we'd  splurge  on 
hamburgers ,  f rench  fries ,  and  Coke . 


Ann  was  a  large  woman.  She 
xrore  steel -rimmed  glasses  before 
they  were  fashionable •  she  had 
varicose  veins  which  bothered 
her  when  she  stood  too  long. 
Creases  were  at  the  corners  of 
her  eyes  and  along  the  sides  of 
her  mouth.  The  lines  weren't 
from  a  down  personality  or  a 
sour  disposition,  but  from 
laughter . 

Her  job  consisted  of  pressing 
flounces  for  sofas  and  chairs 
and  picking  up  cuttings  from  the 
cutting  tables  and  delivering 
them  to  the  sewing  machine  oper- 
ators. Ann  distributed  the 
cushions,  arm  sections,  and  backs 


33 


along  with  practical  jokes. 
Incredulous  looks  flashed  across 
the  faces  of  the  operators  as  one 
lady,  reaching  for  one  cushion 
after  another,  finds  a  dried -up 
skeleton  of  a  mouse  on  her  foot- 
feed. 

Several  times  a  day,  when  her 
feet  began  to  hurt,  she  would 
perch  her  round  rump  on  my  work- 
bench. She  looked  like  a  pheasant 
with  her  bright  colored  skirt 
tucked  in  at  her  thighs.   I'd 
have  to  help  her  from  the  bench; 
she  couldn't  waddle  off  on  her 
own. 

She  knew  the  birthdays  of  her 
co-worker's  children,  what 
families  were  not  getting  along, 
and  listened  to  all  the  in- 
fighting that  goes  on  in  a  factory 
and  kept  her  mouth  shut. 

Ann  gave  to  me  of  her  abun- 
dance of  laughter.   I  sorely 
needed  it,  my  own  supply  was 
depleted.   She  didn't  preach  a 
philosophy;  she  lived  it,  un- 
aware of  it.   If  it  was  raining 
today;  the  sun  would  shine  to- 
morrow.  If  my  paycheck  didn't 
quite  cover  Natalies '  unexpected 
bout  with  tonsillitis,  she 
assured  me  I'd  be  asked  to  work 
overtime  on  Saturday. 

Ann  was  so  happy  when  I  met 
Roger  and  we  were  married.  We 
kept  in  contact;  school  pictures 
of  the  children,  Vbi-r/bMay.  cards, 


a  phone  call  a  couple  of  times 
a  year.   As  the  years  have  passed 
our  friendship  has  become  a 
once  a  year  Christmas  card, 
with  a  whole  year  of  writing 
inside. 

Ann's  card  of  last  year 
informed  me  Art  had  undergone 
cancer  surgery,  was  doing 
well,  and  was  able  to  resume 
a  few  chores  around  the  farm. 
Her  card  was  bright  with  her 
outlook  and  faith. 

Last  Tuesday  I  received 
her  Christmas  card.   She 
wrote,  Art  had  died  on  October 
29'j  it  would  be  a  blue  Christmas 
for  her.   It  wasn't  my  Ann  who 
wrote.  Was  it  possible  her  sun 
had  been  extinguished  on  that 
day  in  October?  Was  the  joy 
they'd  shared  for  forty-five 
years  the  source  of  the  laughter 
she'd  given  to  me?  Her  last 
sentence  read,  "I  wish  I  could 
see  you  again,  just  to  talk. " 

She  lightened  my  life  by  her 
happiness  in  living.   I  now 
have  the  privilege  of  giving 
to  her.   Perhaps  I  cannot  give 
her  laughter;  it's  so  soon, 
but  I  can  give  her  a  listening 
ear,  loving  arms,  and  hours  to 
sit  and  talk. 
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